Andalisa's Plight 


By Jyslenn Reed 


She was late, although Harland knew that she was almost always late these days. His mother used to be the type of 
woman to cook a meal every night and tuck him into bed, but ever since she was drafted into helping with the Downhill 
Epidemic, all of that has changed. Harland's mother, Andalisa, was an alchemical biologist, and with the epidemic spreading 
faster through the blocked off section of town, it was rare that his mother even got home before he was already in bed. 

Still, it was Harland's fourteenth birthday, and he had hoped that she would be able to make it. It was bad enough 
that he was new enough to the area to not have any friends to invite for a party. 

Harland's father, Stewart, was no cook, and the plate the boy stared at was not at all what he wanted to have for his 
birthday dinner. It wasn't even something he would want to eat at all. The plate was a mess of boiled bitter greens and shoe- 
leather dry cut of pork. 

He poked at the plate with his fork while his father said, “Sorry Harley, your mom was supposed to pick up the 
cake on her way home from the quarantine zone, but I don't know if she will make it on time.” His father's career was 
crushed by the move to Grave Town, as he used to own an apothecary shop in the city they moved from. Stewart met 
Andalisa in that shop, and until several months ago, Harland lived in the home above it. The Empire, however, hadn't made 
moving to Grave Town a choice, it was an order. 

“Dad... My name is Harland, you know that I hate that nickname, it's not cool.” Harland took a sip of his milk, then 
threw his fork onto the plate, “This sucks. I'm not hungry.” he stood up and pushed his chair back. 

Stewart gave Harland a glare and said, “Sit down and eat.” 

“Dad, I'm fourteen now, I'm not a kid anymore.” he shoved his chair back in under the table, then stormed off, 
trudging his way up the stairs towards his bedroom. 

He was stopped part way up the stairs by the sound of his mother's voice calling out, “I'm home... sorry I'm late.” 

Harland called out, “Mom!” and bound back down the stairs, almost plowing into his mother to give her a hug. 
Andalisa gave a cry of surprise and tried to balance the pink bakery box and her son's hug at the same time. “You made it!” 

Andalisa looked to her husband at the table, then at Harland's loaded plate before telling her son, “Go sit and eat, or 
no birthday cake.” 

This drew a groan from Harland as he trudged back to the table, and a chuckle from his father as the older man 
whispered to him, “Told you so, Sport.” 

Andalisa sighed as she put the cake down, then pulled her long coat off and hung it up, giving her husband a kiss 
before taking her place at the table. 

Stewart gave her a smile and said, “Glad you could make it.” 

Andalisa nodded her head as she took a bite of the greens, “Me too, there was some fuss exiting quarantine, some 
poor girl tried to get through the lines while we were leaving. She was clearly infected, and looked like she was turning into 
some kind of fish. They had to dart her and drag her to the Downhill public pool. It seems that the whole swim team has 
turned into some kind of aquatic creature.” 

She took a moment to cut a piece of her meat, and Harland asked, “Why are they trying to get out?” 

His mother shrugged, “They think that there might be a cure out here and we are suppressing it, like this is some 
kind of experiment we are forcing upon them. As if we would withhold treatment if we had it.” 

The talk of work, and of Downhill's plight continued until the plates were clean, much to Harland's dismay, and the 
birthday cake was served after that, a rich chocolate cake that was light, moist, and almost melted in their mouths. 

After the quiet family birthday party was over, Andalisa tucked her boy into bed and gave him a kiss on the 
forehead. She then retired to bed, grabbing her husband by the tie as she passed, “Come on stud, I need some stress relief.” 

The sex between husband and wife that followed was intense, long, and fulfilling, leaving the pair laying in the 
moonlight on their bed, basking in the afterglow. Stewart caressed his wife's cheek, then leaned in and squinted, “Ann, you 
have a scratch on your neck... I don't remember doing that.” He touched it, and his wife didn't even flinch. 

Andalisa stood and turned on the light, then pulled on her robe and went to the bathroom to look, noticing both the 
scratch, and a lump at the base of it. It looked like a splinter, but as she pulled it out with a pair of tweezers, she discovered 
that it was a little opalescent scale. “Oh no...” 


The next week was a dull and lonely one for Harland, with his mother at the quarantine zone's hospital getting 
tested, and his father spending all his free time with her. It took nearly six days for them to confirm that she was not actually 
infected with the B-Virus, and was healthy to release back home. 

This resulted in a second party, seven days later, a welcome home party that was mostly Stewart fawning over 
Andalisa, and Harland staying out of the way. 

By Harland's usual bedtime, his mother and father were absorbed in cuddling on the couch, so he just went upstairs 
on his own. He had school the next day after all, and they were in a world all their own. Their world shattered when they 


both heard their son scream from the upstairs bathroom. It was a terrified scream that sent both parents scrabbling up the 
stairs to their son. 

Andalisa got to the door first, throwing it open to see her son standing before the mirror, wearing nothing but a pair 
of underpants. He was staring at his usually pale skin, though the skin across his shoulders and down his spine was clearly 
now a vibrant blue with black spots. 

The sight made the color go out of Andalisa's face. She felt her eyes tear up as her son asked, “Mom, Dad, what's 
happening?” 

Stewart looked in over his wife's shoulder and said softly, “This isn't the B-Virus is it, I mean, the quarantine... we 
had you checked out...” 

Andalisa hurried over to her son, “I... it...” she didn't know what to say. 

Harland, at hearing this, did the only reasonable thing for a boy in this position to do, he fainted. 

Andalisa tried to catch her son as he crumpled, looking to her husband, “Stewart, help me get him to his bed...” 
then it hit her, she felt the world swim around her as her vision started to blur. Sights and sounds started to meld together in 
impossible ways, and she felt irrationally, uncontrollably, good. More than good, she felt great, and horny. She watched her 
husband lean over to help her, and without even thinking about it, she tore open his pants and helped herself. 

The next several hours were a blur of carnal and unthinking sex, though Andalisa's toxin addled mind couldn't 
process all of it. She had snippets of memory, of sex with her husband, sex with her son, and her husband having sex with 
her son as well. It didn't end until Harland ended up tangled in a sheet and isolated. 

When it ended, all three were naked, on the floor in Harland's room, tangled in the bedding, and in the case of the 
two adults, feeling quite hung over. Harland was blissfully unconscious. 

Andalisa heard Stewart ask through a groan, “What happened?” 

She shook her head and looked at her son, “I don't know, some sort of reaction... hallucinogenic and... deeply 
sexual. I don't know... there are alchemical potions that can do that, but...” she rubbed her eyes and groaned again. “I think... 
I think Harland's skin is toxic... We have to call the hospital.” 

Stewart sat up and looked at his wife, “They will take him from us... we would have to move to Downhill to stay 
with him. I'm old enough to be immune, but you... you were lucky the first time. Couldn't we just hide him?” 

She sighed, “You know we can't Stewart. It doesn't matter, we can't let this spread. Call them.” 


Harland regained consciousness slowly, opening his eyes to an unfamiliar ceiling, though he could hear the sounds 
of medical equipment around him, and the bedding he was tucked into was scratchy and quite uncomfortable. He turned his 
head and confirmed that he was indeed in a hospital room, surrounded by equipment monitoring his vitals. 

He lifted an arm, which was cuffed with a blood pressure band just above the elbow, and had an IV inserted in the 
back of his hand. He could see the blue, now over half way down his arm, taking over his skin almost fast enough to watch. 
What little peach fuzz hair he had managed to grow was falling out anywhere the blue was, leaving it smooth, and without 
even pores. It was a strange sight. 

A nurse entered, knocking at the door, and Harland looked up to see that she was dressed in a hazardous materials 
suit, telling him that he was in the Downhill hospital. “Good morning young man, how are you feeling today?” 

Harland thought that was a stupid question. “Where's my mom?” 

The nurse checked the machines he was connected to and said absently, “Your mother is talking with the doctors, 
I'm sure she will be in here later to check on you.” 


The doctor sighed and rubbed his temples, “It looks like your son is becoming some manner of amphibian, from the 
skin toxicity, I would say a frog. The color suggests a Poison Dart frog, but it is still a bit early to tell for certain.” 

Andalisa shook her head, “I never thought to have him tested after my scare... I feel miserable. And what we did to 
him afterwards...” she blanched at the memories of practically raping her son. 

The doctor flipped through some papers on his clipboard, “Yes, about that, we ran the tests on the toxin's he is 
releasing, a real complex medley of things. Nothing that is harmful, but it is a powerful hallucinogenic mixed with an array 
of chemicals that work like intense aphrodisiacs. It looks like it would have effect on almost any species, just touching him 
is enough to start an orgy in a convent. It wasn't anything you could control, and considering the view most post B-Virus 
patients take on sex, I doubt he will be upset with either of you.” 

“So what do we do now?” Andalisa wished her husband was with her, but he was busy looking into homes in 
Downhill, as they intended to buy a place and settle down so that they could be there for their son. 

“Well, as you know, normally we would release a patient into the quarantine zone and let them go through the 
change on their own, but considering the fact that anyone touching your son will go a bit mad, it might be safer if we keep 
him here and under close supervision until he is at least in the shemale phase.” The doctor put the clipboard down and said, 
“We have already sent a team to his school to make sure the outbreak didn't spread, and so far it looks good. He has been 
fairly isolated, and we don't think anyone else was infected.” 


The next two months were slow for Harland, who found that, other than the intense boredom of being stuck in a 
hospital room with nothing to do, things weren't that bad. He had expected things to hurt or something, but the doctors had 
been very up-front with him about the changes, and so far things had been almost pleasant. 

Harland found the changes in his body to be fascinating, if a little disturbing at times. The blue spread everywhere, 
leaving his skin smooth and glossy, vivid blue with black spots all across his face and back, and a lighter sky blue along his 
belly. His nipples and bellybutton faded away completely, leaving him not only hairless, but really smooth everywhere. 

Harland was never a tall kid, but the changes made that even more pronounced, as he lost nearly a foot in height 
over the course of those two months. A lot of that was in the change to his legs, which left him bedridden for two weeks 
while they adjusted, his thighs growing thick and powerful, while the lower length of his leg shrank and his feet got longer, 
and positively huge. When he could finally stand again, it was like trying to walk on springs, the slightest misstep could 
send him into the ceiling. By contrast, his arms got thinner, looking overly feminine to him, and somewhat embarrassingly 
so. 

His head got very broad, as wide as his shoulders, and flat and long, confirming the doctor's thoughts of his 
becoming a frog. His mouth got huge, making talking difficult for some time, and his tongue... well, it took a while to get 
used to. His hips went in the opposite direction, growing very narrow at the top, then flaring for his thighs, which gave him 
an eerie hourglass figure that rested too low. 

The most disturbing change, though, was just before the end of the two months. His groin had been aching for a 
while, and all of the sudden he felt the muscles in his belly lurch, and when he looked down, all he had between his legs was 
a chubby girlish slit. The doctor referred to it as a cloaca, assuring him that he still had a dick, for the moment, and there 
was a ten percent chance of keeping it, but that he only had one hole down there, for everything. He continued to worry 
about it anyways, until the next morning when he woke with morning wood to find that he had a tapered black length that 
didn't look at all human anymore. 

At the end of the two months, the doctors announced that he was fully in the shemale phase, which Harland found 
odd, as he didn't have breasts, though when he thought about it, there wasn't a lot of difference externally between a male 
frog and a female one. He did notice that he was horny all the time, a lot more than a teenager should be, but he didn't 
mention this to the doctors. He was finally released to be with his parents. 


Andalisa pushed open the door to their home, balancing a pink bakery box in one hand as she closed the door 
behind her, “I'm home!” 

Stewart took the cake box and gave his wife a kiss, “Welcome home dear, Harley and her friends are in the back 
yard.” 

It was hard to believe that a year had passed, with all that had happened, it felt so rushed, so fast. Still, Andalisa 
knew it could have gone a lot worse. She hung up her long coat, then made her way through the house to look out the back 
door. 

Once it became clear that she was no longer male, Harland officially took her father's nickname for her as her legal 
name, becoming Harley. She started attending the Downhill school set up for the transformed, and became an instant hit 
with her fellow students. The natural sexuality promoted by the B-Virus, along with Harley's aphrodisiac toxins, meant that 
any roughhousing led to an inevitable orgy, further cementing Harley's feminine persona. 

For it all though, Harley was happier than Andalisa could ever remember seeing her when she was a human boy, so 
Andalisa wasn't worried. If anything, she was jealous, being apparently immune to the virus herself. 


Fin 


